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1 . Chapter 1 
* *Pandemonium ** 

**I am Reylo garbage. ** 


He isn't sure how this started, couldn't pinpoint when or where or 
why, but he is sure of this: the storm inside of him has settled. He 
isn't sure if that's a good thing. 

He's not sure of much, now. 

In moments like this, his world narrows: the warm, alive, feeling of 
her skin on his skin, her breath ruffling his hair, her nails digging 
into his shoulder, trying to get closer, closer, closer. It's not 
enough, it's never enough, but it is what he needs, for 
now . 


It began with a disturbance in the Force. 



Rey knows this sure as she knows anything. Her mind is intact, her 
judgement not blurred. She'd thought she'd been alone on this planet, 
but she was wrong. When she sensed it, angry, pulsating, late in the 
night, she followed it, saber in hand. She hadn't expected to find 
Kylo Ren pacing like a caged animal, helmet off, hair in a disarray, 
eyes wild around the edges. 

She did what any rational Jedi-in-training would do: drew her saber 
and attacked. 

Kylo block, parried, and they were engaged in yet another furious 
duel . 

After, they broke apart, panting and exhausted. They locked eyes, 
blades still drawn. 

"I don't want to kill you," he said at length. 

"Then why are you here?" 

"I wanteda€ | " he trailed off. Rey could only imagine what it was that 
he sought out. 

"Did you find it?" she prodded, clicking her saber shut. 

His face was unreadable. "I think so." 


She'd caught him again, on her little refuge planet, and attacked. 
They're sparring again a€" that's what it is, really, sparring a€" 
when he trips, falling inelegantly, and she overbalances and lands on 
top of him. She props herself up and grins. "I win this round," she 
says, a small glint in her eye, and Kylo Ren can only think that she 
reminds him of a lightsaber, buzzing with energy. He raises a gloved 
hand to her face, brushing away the blood from a small scratch. It's 
a pretense, it's always a pretense, he needs _warm, alive, touch, _ 
but it's not something he can admit aloud. 

It's his only form of self-denial, necessary in order to bury Ben 
Solo; no father, no family, no soul. 

He's not sure how long he gazes at her before she shifts, and 
suddenly she's laying on her back next to him, close but not 
touching. "I've never been to this quadrant of the galaxy," she says. 
"The stars are different." 

It's been so long since he's looked up at the stars. He looks at her, 
face awash in moonlight, and can't help but think she looks young a€" 
too young to have experienced such loneliness. It's loneliness that's 
driven her to strike up a training relationship with him, and it's 
loneliness that drives her to lay supine next to him and talk about 
the _stars,_ of all things. 

"It's better in the winter," he remarks. At her look, he says, 
been frequenting this planet longer than you have." 


"I've 



She frowns. "How old _are_ you?" 

"Twenty-nine," he says, after a moment's hesitance, and resolutely 
does not meet her eyes. 


And that's how they ended most sparring sessions. One morning he 
wakes up, having accidentally fallen asleep on the planet, and she's 
curled into him, hands clutching his robes and face buried into his 
chest. Her head is rested on his bicep, and his other arm is thrown 
resolutely around her waist. His back aches and his arm has long 
since fallen asleep, but he doesn't move: her touch is warm and her 
presence is firm, and Kylo Ren is convinced that that was the 
soundest he's ever slept in his entire life. He shuts his eyes, 
savoring the moment, and does his best to pretend he's asleep when 
Rey wakes, makes a small, surprised noise, and shimmies away. 

He does his best not to feel broken. 


Night after night he returns to her small, desolate planet; night 
after night, they spar. More nights than not he lays down; each 
night, she inches closer to him. She needs this as much as he does, 
he knows a€" but he knows she is less depraved about it, less 
starved. She is curious, and full of want, but she is not warped. She 
is cracked, but not shattered. 

One night, when he is feeling particularly brave, he reaches out and 
lightly, touches her hand. 

He tries not to let the tiny, almost imperceptible pressure of her 
fingers into his excite him too much. 


He's taken to laying his coat out on the ground as a small blanket 
beneath them. The summer heat is enough to keep them warm, and if his 
arms are bare then there is more skin, more touching, more 
_warm ._ 

He leans into her touch, her back to his chest, their legs 
intertwined. It is not enough, it will never be enough, but for now, 
in this moment, he will be content. 



One particularly humid night, he strips off his shirt before they 
spar a€" partly to avoid a sweaty, sticky mess, and partly to gauge 
her reaction. He does not know if he is attractive, he has never lain 
with a woman, but he is not daft. He does not care if he is 
attractive, but he does care to know if she is attracted to him. 

She emits a small sound, but it is not appreciation a€" it is pity. 

He stops, for a moment, before remembering the state of his back. 
Snoke ' s punishments always left marks, ones he's long forgotten about 
now . 

And he is ashamed. Even something as mundane as a mating ritual has 
been marred, warped, damaged beyond repair for him. 

That night, she sits next to him. He has a head in her lap, and her 
fingers are combing through his hair. He is still not wearing a 
shirt. He hand comes down, forefinger tracing the scar on his face, 
hand cupping his cheek. He leans into the touch, and before he knows 
what he's doing, he presses a closed-mouth kiss to her palm. 

Maybe he's crossed a line and maybe he's transgressive, but if feels 
_good, natural, right, _ things he hasn't felt in a long time. He 
takes her continued touch as resignation, if not acquiescence, and 
catches her hand and holds it to his chest. 


He's killed Snoke and disbanded the First Order; word of this has 
travelled to the resistance. It doesn't make up for his deeds, not 
really, but it is enough to assuage Rey ' s disgust and horror. It does 
not explain his increasingly haggard look, the stoop to his 
shoulders, the tiredness in the corners of his eyes. 

She's seen that look, she's recognized that look in herself, in Finn, 
and now in this broken man-boy who touches her as if she could break 
but fights her like a warrior. 


Layer by layer they expose themselves to each other more. It could be 
blamed on the rising summer heat, and that's what Kylo Ren initially 
chalks it up to when she arrives in a sleeveless tunic and pants that 
cut above her knee. When the tunic becomes a soft shirt and the pants 
become shorter, he wonders if she's just as touch starved as 
him . 

That night, there's no postulating. He lays down and she immediately 
rests her head on his chest. He wonders if she can hear his 
heartbeat. He wonders if she knows what his heart has to 



say . 


The night when things come to a head is a night when he can feel 
himself coming undone; she's not enough to stop the pain, not enough 
to make him whole, not enough, never enough. _No father, no mother, 
no family. _ 

"You're off tonight," she remarks, before they spar, before they 
enact their ritual of her pretending to attack and he pretending to 
defend before they revel in another's touch. Suddenly, irrationally, 
he's angry at the ritual, and he knows she can sense it. 

"I just want to sleep," he says, and he realizes that it's true. 

She blinks at him. "Then sleep." 

He swallows. "I can't. I would if I could. But I can't if you're 
nota€ | " he trails off and curses, resists the urge to destroy, to 
smash her to him until she ceases to exist, until they are not Rey 
and Kylo but _one_. 

He nearly jumps when she touches his arm. "Then let's 
sleep . " 


His ship is built for speed, not for luxury, but he is the First 
Knight of Ren: his sleeping quarters are befitting his rank. The bed 
is soft, much more comfortable than the ground. He pauses for a 
minute before stripping off his undershirt and climbing into bed. She 
follows him, slipping under the blankets. He pauses for only a moment 
before he pulls her closer, arms enveloping her form. She's small 
enough that his frame completely encompasses her, his arm resolutely 
draped around the dip in her waist. She reaches up and catches his 
hand in her own, curling her fingers around his. He presses a chaste 
kiss to the back of her head, and falls asleep to the sound of her 
breathing . 


Rey wakes up in the middle of the night, in desperate need of the 
'fresher. Discreetly as she could, she squirms away from the lanky 
form of Kylo Ren and gets up, quietly making her way to relieve 
herself . 

She does not think of how she is sharing a bed with a Jedi killer. 



with a First Order defector, with a monster, with a deeply troubled 
man. This was a place of many demons, and hers just happened to play 
nice with his. She could forget who she used to be, forget Jakku, 
forget responsibilities and _loneliness 

It is then that she leaves the ship, in desperate need of a walk, in 
desperate need to clear her head of demons that aren't her own. 

When she returns, he is pacing frantically. His pants hang low on his 
hips and his hair is mussed from sleep. 

She makes a small noise, deliberately alerting him to her 
presence . 

He whirls around and it might be her imagination, but she thinks he 
breathes her name. _"Rey." _ 

The light creates a sharp contrast along his body, and Rey can count 
every individual scar a€" including the one that she gave him. She 
feels hot under his gaze, can feel the desperation, the _need_ 
rolling off him in waves. 

"What's wrong?" she asks finally, breaking their silent staring 
contest . 

"I thought," he said, and his voice is raspy and dry. "I thought you 
had left . " 

Rey shook her head. "Just needed toa€ | " she trailed off and gestured 
towards the 'fresher. 

He nodded and ran a hand through his hair. "Yeah," he says, and it's 
scarcely above a whisper. He sits on the bed, elbows resting on his 
knees, arms and legs too long for him to sit gracefully. "I heard you 
leave the ship. I thought you ' da€ i " 

_Come to your senses_ was left unsaid. 

Rey sighs and sits next to him. "What are we doing, Kylo? This 
isn'ta€|"_ healthy, stable, __"a€|good." 

He turns to her and catches her hand between his. It is then Rey 
realizes how large his hands are, how long his fingers are; he 
absolutely dwarfs her smaller, more delicate hand. "Don't say 
that . " 

"It's true," she says, holding his gaze. "It's a€" this isn't how you 
fix things inside of you." 

"Don't act like you don't feel it too," he said, and there's 
something so fragile, so _vulnerable_ in his voice that she's 
compelled to brush the hair out of his face and tuck it behind an 
ear. He leans into her touch, positively _reveling_ in it, and Rey 
can't help but wonder who made him into this. 

"Don't expect me to fix you," she warns him. 

"Don't leave me," he counters. 


"Needing some air isn't leaving, Kylo." 



He's silent for a long time, her hand still in his. 

"Back to sleep?" she suggests. 

He exhales, through his nose, as if deliberating his response. 

"Yeah, " he says, finally, and pulls her close enough to feel her 
heartbeat against his. 

She is suddenly very, very aware that he isn't wearing a shirt. Hers 
is rucked up above her navel, and in that space where their skin is 
touching she feels electric. His hands are on her, skimming up and 
down her sides, stopping __just_ short of the curve of her bottom, 
still decent but just barely. 

It sends a small shiver through her when he traces lines along her 
neck with a forefinger. She does the same, bringing up a hand to curl 
at the curve where his shoulder meets his neck. 

A small, half-strangled sound escapes him; Rey ' s eyes go wide and she 
freezes, but he sits up, shifting her gently; Rey positions herself 
so she has a knee on either side of his waist, and when she looks up, 
he brings a hand to her cheek and _kisses _her. 

Suddenly, the reality of what Rey is doing a€" has been doing a€" 
crashes around her. 

But she kisses him back anyway. 

They spend the rest of the night exploring each other's bodies like 
maps, slowly, tentatively. He palms her breast, draws the pad of his 
thumb over a nipple, and she gasps, nails digging into his back. When 
she bites his neck he presses her head down, urging her to bite 
harder . 

"Like you mean it, " he says, and she leaves purple marks on him. She 
can feel proof of his arousal pressing into her thigh; she reaches 
down, cupping it in her hand, and he lets out a moan, biting his lip. 
She drags her palm over it again, biting his neck, and he groans into 
her hair. He tugs at the waistband of her pants, sliding a hand down 
beneath her underwear. He parts her folds and one long, slim finger 
runs up to her clit. 

She positively shivers. She's wet, knows he can feel it, hears him 
chuckling at her arousal, but she doesn't care. She squirms out of 
her pants, kicking them off her ankles, and leans up to crash her 
mouth against his. 

"Like you mean it, " she says, and from there her fate is 
sealed . 


They do not speak of it, of the kisses and touches and moments 
between them; when she finds him again, there's another tension in 
the air. 



"I can't sleep," she says, and her voice is small, unsure. 

He pauses, the words on his tongue. 

"You won't find sleep in my bed tonight," he tells her, and to his 
disappointment she stops, sighs, and saunters away. 


When she comes back not twenty minutes later, he's still giving her 
that predatory look, and she feels all but naked under his gaze. She 
cannot forget the feel of his body under hers, of his mouth, of his 
hands . 

"I can't sleep," she repeats when he looks up at her. She tosses a 
practice saber to him; he catches it, and they spar. 


It does nothing to relieve the sexual tension; if anything, sparring 
is amplifying it; he grins wickedly when their sabers clash, teases 
her when he retreats, feints right, left, thoroughly enjoying making 
her having to do increasingly elaborate forms to keep up with 
him. 

Finally, he has her pinned, disarmed, and he leans in close and says, 
just above a whisper, "Got you." 

She fists her hand into his cloak and crashes her mouth to his, and 
it is all he can do to not let out a victorious yell when she kisses 
him back, when she doesn't run, that she's _come back to him,_ when 
she denies having left, when she all but agrees to not leave. He has 
not been able to forget the feel of her, her scent, her skin, her 
mouth . 

It's all he can do to carry her, legs wrapped around him, still 
kissing, onto his ship and into his bedroom. 

They have unfinished business, the two of them. 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Enjoy your 2000 words of Reylo smut ;) Hard M Rating. 
* * 


* *Cross-posted on ao3 under the alias "thelitt lescrimshaw" * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Rey doesn't think about what she's doing or who she's doing it 



with; instead she concentrates on the satiated need, on the dispelled 
loneliness, on the <em>together , together, together<em> pulsing 
between them. He carries her to his quarters, still kissing, and in 
the back of her mind Rey wonders how he managed that. 

_The Force, probably, _ she thinks, somewhere in the back of her 
mind . 

His mouth his soft, his kisses sincere. He nips her bottom lip, and 
Rey feels a thrill go through her. She fists her hands in his hair 
and pulls, and he lets out a small noise. 

He sits on his bed, and when he does he presses his lips to her neck. 
Rey ' s sighs turn to whimpers as he sinks his teeth in and sucks, and 
almost unconsciously she grinds her hips against his. 

Kylo lets out a moan, and Rey pushes him onto his back, bites his 
neck almost angrily. _Murderer. Monster. Mine. _ 

He presses a hand on her head, urging her to bite harder, masochist 
that he is. Rey complies, determined to mark him. She goes down, 
reaches the point where his shirt meets his skin, and with a furious 
vigor she slips her hands underneath his shirt, urging it off. 

He's all too eager to comply. Beneath her, Rey can feel his erection 
and she swallows, wondering if she really wants to go down this 
path . 

He must've sensed her hesitation. "We don't have a€"" he begins, but 
she cuts him off with a kiss. "Yes, we do," she breathes, peppering 
kisses down his cheek, his neck, his collarbone. 

"This isn't how you fix things." He parrots her words back at her. 

Rey can't tell if he's being cheeky or serious. He props himself up 
on his elbows and looks at her, really _looks_ at her. Rey feels 
small and hot under his gaze, and averts her eyes. 

"I'm not trying to fix things," she mutters. 

"Then what are you trying to do?" 

Rey opens her mouth, but finds that she comes short. 

"I know what I want," he says, and there's no teasing, no lust, just 
gentle honesty in his voice. "Do you?" 

And Rey hesitates. What does she want? To sleep with a monster? To 
assuage her loneliness? To take the broken things inside of her and 
show them to him, bare her soul, and hope he accepts it with open 
arms ? 

Not only would that be incredibly hypocritical of her, it's _not how 
you fix things. _It would be cruel. He's a monster, a murderer, a 
profoundly damaged man who's seeking salvation through her. 

"I've disbanded the First Order," he says, reaching up to cup her 
cheek. His hand his massive, rough, warm against her skin. "I've 
killed Snoke. And Hux . There's nothing for me there. I can't go back 
to Leia. I can't find redemption. But youa€ | " 



"What about me?" she asks, voice scarcely above a 
whisper . 


Several answers come to his mind: _You're home, you're lovely, you're 
mine, _but he doesn't say any of them. He fumbles for words, finally 
settling on, "Youa€|are like me," he breathes. 

"I'm not . " 

"You _are, " _he insists. "You have a storm inside of you. You want 
this, " he catches her hand and pushes it against his chest, "As much 
as I do . " 

"You're starved for touch." 

"So are you." 

"I'm not nearly as depraved." 

"The marks on my neck would say otherwise." There is no teasing lilt 
to his voice. She might not give in to her basest instincts, not like 
he does, but they're there. "I know you crave my touch as much as I 
crave yours . " 

"Get out of my head," she mumbles, and that's about as much of an 
admission as he'll get. 

"I was never in your head, Rey. Not this time. You know that." 

She sighs, and it's a lovely sound. "I'm not your redemption, 

Kylo . " 

"I know." He kisses her, softly, and she responds in kind. She wraps 
her arms around him, hugging him, and he shivers at the touch of her 
hands on his bare back. 

"Then what am I?" she asks, lips brushing against his. 

"You're _home, he says, and she kisses him again. His arms are 
around her and he's pressing her to him, kissing her with lips and 
teeth and tongue, all the while thinking _mine, mine, mine._ 

His hands are under her tunic, skimming the soft skin underneath. He 
moves his mouth to her neck and she makes a small, mewling noise. He 
smirks, then, thinking that she may be on top of him, but he's the 
one in control, making her squirm and gasp with pleasure. 

He makes quick work of her tunic, of her chest bindings, and palms 
her small, _perfect_ breasts. He takes one into his mouth and she 
makes a high, keening noise and rolls her hips into his, and it feels 
so good it's _obscene._ 

Her nails dig into his back and she bites his neck, _finally_ hard 
enough, and he hisses at the cocktail of pleasure and pain. He revels 



in it, panting, and then in one swift motion he moves so she's 
underneath him. He helps her out of her pants, her underwear, and 
she's lying there, perfect and naked beneath him. 


His eyes rove over her naked form, and Rey _should_ be embarrassed, 
_should_ feel self-conscious, but she's too busy in the throes of 
passion. She can feel something, hot and wet and needy, curl low in 
her belly as she's there, underneath his gaze. 

She watches as he licks his middle finger before parting her folds 
and slipping it inside of her. She gasps at the sensation, biting her 
lip and curling her fists into the bedsheets and positively 
_whimpers_ when he begins moving his finger inside of her, touching a 
spot she didn't know she had. 

He leans down and kisses her, _really_ kisses her, puts a hand on her 
breast, running the pad of his thumb over her nipple. She can't help 
the pathetic, mewling sounds it elicits from her. 

Still pumping inside of her, he puts his thumb on her clit and kisses 
her, and she screams into his mouth as she comes undone as the climax 
wracks her body. She lies there in a post-coital haze, panting, but 
not for long: even that was not enough to satiate her and has only 
left her wanting more. 

She tugs at his pants, fumbling with the buckles. He helps her, 
removing them with long, quick fingers. His underwear follows, and 
Rey takes a moment to appraise the man before her. 

His body is hard and lean; his shoulders are broad, his collarbones 
are tantalizing, and he is scarred. He is not a hairy man, only a 
small strip going from his navel to his groin. His hipbones jut out, 
sharp enough to cut, and Rey is overwhelmed with the desire to leave 
another purpling mark there. 

So she does, suckling on his hipbone and taking his length into her 
hand. He gasps and she smiles against his hip, kissing him from his 
hip to just above his length. She knows she'll remember the 
half-strangled sound he makes when she takes him into her mouth, 
knows she'll never forget the sensation as he knots his massive hand 
into her hair, his gasp when she moves her tongue around the 
head . 

Just when he is on the cusp of finishing a€" if his increasingly 
frantic breathing is anything to go by a€" she stops, lifts her head 
up and peppers kisses up his torso. 

J'Tease . 

Rey _hmm._ "Just making it last longer. Unless you want to stopa€|?" 
She takes the shell of his ear into her mouth, drags her teeth across 
and he hisses. 

"Doesn't make you any less of a tease," he says, and pushes her onto 



her back. He moves her legs over his massive shoulders and looks up 
at her with a wicked gleam in his eye. "Let's see how you like 

it . " 


He's not mad at her, not really, but the girl deserves _payback_ for 
that, for bringing right onto the pinnacle of climax and then pulling 
back. He breathes in the heady scent of her sex and, tantalizingly 
slowly, begins kissing the inside of her thigh. Testing the waters 
a€" he knows she requires a much more delicate touch than he does a€" 
he nips, taking some of the flesh into his teeth, and she makes a 
noise that he's quickly learning means _good, yes, keep going and 
don't stop._ 

He continues his administrations, parts her folds, and drags his 
tongue from her opening to her clit. She's wet, wetter than before, 
and he feels a flash of pride. Slowly, carefully, he slides a finger 
into her, making sure to hit the spot that makes her scream, and he 
suckles on her clit. 

She bucks her hips beneath him so violently that he almost falters. 

He puts his free arm across her torso, using his weight to hold her 
down . 

"Stay still," he whispers, pausing a moment, then continues. 

She's writhing, biting her lip, panting and just about screaming, and 
he can feel her getting closer, closer a€" 

He abruptly stops, lifting his head and keeping a stilled finger 
inside of her. 

"I a€" you a€" _Kylo she pants, and he smirks, pride blooming 

inside of his chest at the sound of his name. 

"Payback, " he says, and with one or two pumps of his finger, she 
comes completely undone beneath him. 


Rey looks up at him through half-lidded eyes, waiting to regain 
control of her limbs a€" which have apparently turned to jelly in the 
wake of sex. He smirks down at her. "Good?" he practically purrs, 
leaning forward. "I'd say, given you can hardly move a€"" 

With a half-growl, Rey is upon him. She forces Kylo Ren to his back 
takes his length into her hand, and angles herself on it. It hurts a 
bit, a sharp sensation, but he allows her to set the pace (he's too 
busy groaning beneath her to care about something as silly as pace, 
right now . ) 



When she finds a comfortable angle, she rolls her hips, taking him 
all inside. He gasps, hands on her hips digging in, and urges her to 
do it again. 

She's all too happy to oblige. 


It's not very fast, but she's _perfect_ and _tight_ and _hot; _when 
the slowness becomes too much, he takes a hand and rubs it against 
her clit. She yelps, startled, not seeing her own pleasure coming 
when she was so focused on his. 

He takes advantage of her lapse in concentration and guides her onto 
her back, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand and rubbing 
at her clit with another. 

He leans down and nips at her neck as he thrusts. _"Mine,_" he 
breathes into her ear, and feels her shudder. 

His thrusts grow less and less controlled and he can feel himself 
come undone, can feel her on the cusp of climax as he rubs circles 
around her clit. _"Fuck, he growls, when she whimpers in pleasure. 
_"Fuck me, he moans, though that's exactly what she's doing. 

She comes undone with a cry a€" whether she says _Ren_ or _Ben,_ it 
is irrelevant a€" and he follows seconds after, spilling inside of 
her . 

They lay there, panting, and for the first time in years, Kylo Ren's 
demons are silenced. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><strong>I might continue this - this is really, really fun to 
write. I don't know what, exactly, but maybe something here an there 
; D<strong> 

** "Pandemonium" comes from John Milton's _Paradise Lost_ and means 
"place of all demons."** 

**Thoughts? ** 


End 
f ile . 



